even more tightly, with even more intensity, and in a
violent irrepressible rush of feeling, kissed his shoulder, his
hands, his chest; at last, as though in despair, she hid her face
in her hands, fell on her knees, and buried her head in his
knees. When Ordynov, in inexpressible anguish, lifted her up
impatiently and made her sit down beside him, her whole face
glowed with a full flush of shame, her weeping eyes sought
forgiveness, and the smile that, in spite of herself, played on
her lip could scarcely subdue the violence of her new feeling.
Now she seemed again frightened, mistrustfully she pushed
away his hand, and, with drooping head, answered his hurried
questions in a fearful whisper.
"Perhaps you have had a terrible dream?" said Ordynov.
"Perhaps you have seen some vision . . . Yes? Perhaps he
has frightened you. ... He is delirious and unconscious.
Perhaps he has said something that was not for you to hear?
Did you hear something? Yes?"
"No, I have not been asleep," answered Katerina, stifling
her emotion with an effort. "Sleep did not come to me, he has
been silent all the while and only once he called me. I went
up, called his name, spoke to him; I was frightened; he did not
wake and did not hear me. He is terribly sick; the Lord succour
him! Then misery came upon my heart, bitter misery 1 I
prayed and prayed and then this came upon me."
"Hush, Katerina, hush^my life, hush! You were frightened
yesterday. ..."
"No, I was not frightened yesterday 1  ..."
"Has it ever been lake this with you at other times?"
"Yes."  And again she trembled all over and huddled up
to him like a child.   "You see," she said, repressing her sobs,
"it was not for nothing that I have come to you, it was not
for nothing that I could not bear to stay alone," she repeated,
gratefully pressing his hands.   "Enough,   enough shedding
tears over other people's sorrows 1  Save them for a dark day
when you are lonely and cast down and there is no one with
you! . . . Listen, have you ever had a love?"'*
"No. ... I never knew a love before you. * . .**
"Before me? . . . You call me your love?"
She suddenly looked at him as though surprised, would have
saiB something, but then was silent and looked down.   By
degrees her whole face suddenly flushed  again a glowing
crimson; her eyes shone more brightly through the forgotten
tears still warm on her eyelashes, and it could be seen that